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Summary: Disney's "Aladdin", Total Drama style. In the Canadian-Arabian kingdom of Wawanakwa, Sultan Cody is desperately trying to find a prince for his sister to marry. He is unaware of Royal Vizier Alejandro's plans to seize the power, with the help of his companion, a sorceress called Heather. All they need is a magic lamp, and the only person who can get it is a teenage thief...Gwuncan.





	1. Chapter 1

**A/N: Disney, Disney, Disney. Thing is, I've already written Duncan into a Disney story. And Courtney. But I recently saw "Aladdin" again, and I just had to write Duncan into another story. So, in order to not favour one pairing, I'm going to have Duncan's other love interest as Princess Jasmine...Gwen!**

**Plot: In modern times, Royal Vizier Alejandro is desperate to own a precious lamp with a Genie inside, from a mysterious cave. However, only one person can enter – a street kid called Duncan. Meanwhile, Sultan Cody has less than a month to live, and only a man can take power of the country, meaning his sister Gwen has to marry a prince. But she rejects every suitor who comes to the palace. After a chance encounter, the magic lamp falls into Duncan's hands, and desperate for wealth and interested in the girl he met in the marketplace, he wishes to become a prince. Little does he know, Alejandro and his...not quite girlfriend...have their own plans to take the throne...hope you like it!**

**Oh yeah, and it's Gwuncan. Don't say I didn't warn you. I'm actually a Duncney and Gwent shipper, but in an AU where Courtney is the Captain of the Guards (yes, I'm going there), I could see Duncan getting with a girl he clicks with (although I think they're better as friends, they do have chemistry).**

_Good evening, everyone. Please come closer...no, I didn't mean that close! Welcome to Wawanakwa, the Canadian-Arabian island. So...have you heard the magical story that happened right here? With this amazing lamp? Don't be fooled by its appearance – it's what was once inside that counts. It changed the life of a young man, who was far more than he seemed...of course, he wasn't the kindest person in the world. In fact, he could be downright mean sometimes, or uncouth, or complicated. And he often had an impulse to break rules – in fact, one law he broke just for survival – but deep down, there was a heart of gold. Would you like to hear the story? It began on a night as black as sin, with a couple whose hearts were the only thing blacker..._

Three shadowy figures stood in the desert. A muscular sillhouette stood there confidently, with a much slimmer frame beside him. One was male, and the other was female. In front of them was a small, squat figure.

"You're late." the girl's voice said disapprovingly.

"I am sorry." an almost nasal voice came from the short figure. "I was busy rewriting my plans for taking over the world."

"You have it?" the taller male had a smooth, deep voice.

"Of course I have it, you fool." snapped the squat figure, holding out a little object. He obviously had no intention of giving it to them, but the girl swiped it before he could blink. "Hey!"

"Honestly, Max, you're getting something out of this too." the girl said in a bored voice.

"Heather, be nice." her partner reprimanded her gently. He reached into his pocket and took out the reflection of the object, before putting them together. The two objects lit up, turning into a minature bat, although it glowed amber in the night, flying away.

"Follow!" cried the man.

"We know, Alejandro." Heather snapped. "You're not the only one here who understands what we're trying to do."

But Max simply smiled and said "Onward, minions!" Heather and Alejandro exchanged a glance at the way he addressed them, but ignored it otherwise.

The three chased the bat, until they reached a giant sand formation...a cave that was the shape of a bear's head.

"At last," Alejandro breathed, "After years of searching...the Cave of Wawanakwa Wonders."

Heather said nothing, trying not to look too impressed. Then she gave Max a little push. "Remember our deal? Get in there! You find the lamp and give it to us, then the rest of the treasure is yours. Yes?"

"All right, all right." Max muttered, stepping towards the cave, and climbing up to the cave mouth.

"Where did you find this guy again?" Heather muttered to Alejandro. "He's an idiot."

"That's why he's perfect." Alejandro answered. "We don't even need to lie about what we want. He'll believe it when we say he can have everything other than the lamp. He has no idea that it's forbidden, and doesn't even question why we want only one thing."

Their conversation was cut off. Max was on the first step of the cave. But before he could get to the second step down, the Cave spoke. "Who wishes to enter?"

Max shuddered at the voice and said "I, the great and powerful evil genius, Max."

The Cave almost seemed to laugh, but it said. "There is only one who may enter my chambers. One whose worth is hidden but great. Emerald-haired and sapphire-eyed, and a heart of gold."

Max turned back but Heather yelled out "Coward! Get in there! It's just a cave, what's it gonna do if you trespass?"

As a matter of fact, it self-destructed, taking Max with it. But at any time, the bat halves could revive it. But only one could enter. As Alejandro picked up the two halves, Heather raged. "I honestly can't believe it! We go through all these years looking for that cave, and when we find some sucker to go in, he's not good enough for it! I don't think we'll ever get that lamp! We might as well just give up!"

"Patience, Heather." Alejandro replied in a calm voice. "We will get the lamp. You forget that I have my ways of finding people. The Sands of Time will help. And why, all I must do for it to work is...borrow Sultan Cody's ring. Obviously Max wasn't worth much, but it won't be that hard to find the man. And once we do, it won't be hard to trick him into getting us the lamp."

Heather folded her arms. "And once we find him, how are we going to do that, Mr Genius? And as a matter of fact, Gwen is going to figure out how we get Cody to obey us any day now."

"Not if we make sure he'll wake up before they talk again." Alejandro smirked. "Don't be so cynical, Heather. We can do this...my queen. With my...charisma, and your sorcery, we'll be Sultan and Queen. Really."

Heather fell silent. No doubt, she would do anything to be queen, and the promise hung there. It was the only thing that would remind her how far she would go to gain that, and Alejandro knew it. She glared at him, but didn't argue.

As they left the desert, driving back into the centre of Wawanakwa and to the palace, both wondered who this emerald-haired, sapphire-eyed, golden-hearted person was. Male? Female? Rich or poor?

**Oh, they'll find out soon enough. Hope you liked this chapter.**


	2. Chapter 2

**Better start running. We don't want the guards to get us. Oh, and I've decided to have no Abu. I know he's a good character, but I honestly couldn't think of a good sidekick character for Duncan. He's better off alone, and I've seen the show work without one – it was hard enough to think of a good first-generation Genie (I'm still not that happy with my choice, but I had to pick an upbeat Killer Bass guy for that role).**

**Thank you for the review, SilverWriter0927, Gage the Hedgehog (Thank you, but Shrek isn't Disney, and what pairing would I use), Bloodylilcorpse, Starburst278, xandra19 (I think Max is hilarious, but he's dead in this story now, so...), VIPGuest and the guest reviewer.**

"Stop right there! I know what you've stolen, street boy!"

Duncan instinctively looked over his shoulder as the guards advanced. He then glanced down at the stolen loaf of bread in his hands. Sure, he hadn't paid for it. But how was he supposed to pay if he didn't have any money? He stole to survive.

The Captain of the Guards nearly reached him. "Duncan," she said in an innocently disappointed voice, "Is this the way you want to live? A thief, chased all the time? Why not just take the punishment for once?"

Captain Courtney was certainly beautiful. Duncan would admit, he'd had a major crush on her, but he knew from experience not to be taken in by her. He also knew not to be fooled by her innocent act. She had wicked combat skills and he had discovered that if it came to a showdown, it was better to just run. But there was nowhere to run. So he jumped.

The building was several stories high, but he knew the safe way to get around there. After all, this wasn't the first time he'd had to jump off a building to get away from the guards. He went down the nearest clothesline, hand over hand, then made a daring drop to the one another story down, and again. Finally, he landed in a laundry basket.

Courtney couldn't see him from where she was still at the top, but her scream of fury rang out across the marketplace. "You won't get away that easily!" she screeched. Within two minutes, Duncan was still there, and Courntey was ordering around the other guards. "Lightning, go left, Jo, you go right. I'm going ahead."

Duncan, who'd covered his recognizable skull shirt with a jumper from the laundry basket (with the loaf hidden under the jumper) and tied a bandanna over his head to hide his mohawk, tried to look inconspicuous as he walked along, and ran straight into a girl in the market who he knew. "Oh, hey." he greeted her.

The blonde surfer he ran into saw the guards and rolled her eyes. "Already in trouble with the law today, Duncan?"  
>"Trouble?" Duncan laughed. "I only call it trouble when I get caught-"<p>

"You're under arrest!" His arms were wrenched behind his back as Courtney finally found him.

"Okay, _now _it's trouble."

"And this time, it'll be the prison underneath the palace," Courtney said triumphantly, "And after what you did to me last year, I'm going to push for no trial-"

But she didn't hang onto him for very long. Her overconfidence got the better of her, and Duncan managed to sharply pull and get out of her strong grip.

This was a daily occurrence. It wasn't that Duncan wanted to be a criminal – okay, maybe he found some crimes fun, but stealing? If he had the choice, he wouldn't bother doing something like that. If it was down to him, he'd just cause trouble with much lower-level crimes, like graffiti, vandalism, and a few other things. But the only reason he stole things was in order to survive. And that's how he justified it to himself. "_Starve or steal – that's it. Get food illegally – or die young." _And so he just developed better ways of getting food before being caught. Sometimes it worked, but other times, he had to run from the guards stationed around the market. But every time, he always stayed one step ahead of the guards.

As for Courtney...well, she'd always been trouble. Thing was, when she was younger and before getting the rank of Captain, she'd caught Duncan, but let him go once or twice. They'd had a short affair the year before, and she'd tried to find him a way to get off the streets and start living like a normal law-abiding person. But she'd gotten too deep into the relationship. Duncan had only viewed it as a fun friendship with benefits, and broke it off when he realized how seriously Courtney was taking it. Unfortunately, being let down was something Courtney never took well. Now, her biggest dream was to catch up to Duncan one more time, and this time, make sure he'd be behind bars for the rest of his life...or at least until he was well past middle-age. But so far, she'd never gotten close enough. He'd had more experience by now, and was determined not to get caught again.

When Duncan finally reached an alleyway, having lost the guards, he pulled the loaf out, and stared at his prize. He was starving, and this would be the only food he would get that day, so he was determined to savour every mouthful...

Well, that went straight out the window when he glanced up and saw a pair of sickly-looking beggar children – twins, by the looks of them. They were looking through the trash for anything they could find.

Duncan was torn. He was barely surviving on the street, but he wasn't dying. Those two wouldn't survive another week unless they got some help. However, he didn't want to give up his food, and nor did he want them to think he'd help again if he did now. He looked down on his loaf again.

One more moment, and he tore off pieces, shoving them into his mouth. Within two minutes, he'd already downed half of it – he was that hungry. Then he walked out of the alleyway, tossing the other half over his shoulder, where the beggar twins eagerly saw it and broke it in half.

Yeah, maybe Duncan wasn't a model citizen, but he knew how to survive. The only sympathy he showed had to look accidental. The twins wouldn't know that he'd left the loaf on purpose, scoffing half of it down and then throwing the other half away as if he didn't want it. Of course he wanted it! But as usual, his softer side got the better of him.

Well, not as usual. It depended on the person. But weaklings in a worse position than him touched his heart. Them or hot girls who were actually nice. But it wasn't easy to come across those people. However, when he did, his nice nature often got the better of him, and he briefly stopped being the rough tough street kid with an attitude problem.

That's what happened when a prince rode into town, heading for the palace.

Duncan could hear a few people talking. "Looks like another suitor for the princess."

"How many princes has she turned down so far?"

"What's his name, that one, anyway?"

"It's Prince Justin! Omigosh, he is SO hot!"

The prince, looking out of his limosine window, beamed dazzling pearly-whites at his audience, his blue eyes shining.

However, just looking at that made Duncan feel depressed. That was his dream – be a prince, live in a palace. It was never going to happen. How could it? And for a moment, he wondered what the princess' problem was. He knew that she'd had a lot of suitors. She didn't know how lucky she was. He'd give anything to live her lifestyle and have hundreds of girls wanting to be with him.

**I wonder how many fangirls Duncan actually has? I think he lost a lot of fans after TDA and TDWT, but were they male or female? Hope you liked this chapter! We'll meet Sultan Cody and Princess Gwen next time!**


	3. Chapter 3

**All right, let's go to the palace! Thanks for reviewing, StarHeart Specials (I've seen it – it was the musical, though, which I haven't seen), Bloodylilcorpse, Gage the Hedgehog (you make a fair point...I'll think about writing it), SilverWriter0927 (*right answer buzzer*), xandra19 (your bet is right, cash in any time), Bubhh (I may do that, but I've got so many ideas right now) and the guest reviewers (true, but I blame Chris for not letting the winners of the challenge be the ones who actually did it right...also, while Duncan was at his worst that season, I don't think it's fair to blame him for Noah's demise, because it was really more Alejandro). Oh, and I forgot...**

**Disclaimer: I don't own any TD characters, or the movie "Aladdin". I do, however, own this piece of writing.**

Prince Justin left the palace earlier than he'd planned. He was insulted by Princess Gwen's cool politeness, for one thing. After a few minutes, his unbelievable looks had stopped affecting her. And then there was one more thing that happened that was the last straw.

"I cannot believe she's allowed those reptiles!" Justin muttered under his breath. "I certainly would have had them put out of their misery by now." He took his leave with Sultan Cody, and then left the palace, very early that morning.

Cody was at a loss. He knew Gwen didn't want to get married, but it was important. He may be the Sultan, but he was ill – he only had a month to live – two months at the most. He'd grown up with the knowledge that he was going to die young, ill from birth. He would never had taken the throne if not for his parents passing away a few years back. And only a man was allowed to rule the kingdom. Gwen was his only direct relative – his sister. She would be queen, of course, but she had to get married, and she needed to do it before he died, so she and her new husband could take over for him.

However, he approached his sister's bedroom. "Gwen?" he knocked. "Can I come in?"

"Is Prince Justin with you?" the girl inside answered.

"Um, no, he just left." Cody answered.

"Okay."

Cody pushed open the door, to find Gwen feeding her pet lizards, Angus and Vampyra. "What went wrong this time?" he asked, a note of annoyance creeping into his voice.

Gwen rolled her eyes. "Vampyra just bit the tip of his finger. I offered to help clean and bandage it, even though it was no big deal. But honestly, he acted as if she'd ripped his arm off and then he stormed out. So, he's left?" She smiled. "I doubt he'd be interested in anyone else long enough to be a good Sultan, anyway."

Cody sighed at her tone. "Gwen, you need to stop rejecting every suitor. You know the law, and you know that it needs to be soon."

"Why can't you change the law?" Gwen pleaded. "You're the Sultan! You should be able to pass a law so women can rule."

Cody heaved another sigh. "Gwen, that's not the only reason. I want to pass that law. But we're the last two in our line. We need a descendant, and with this illness...well, I can't become a father." This was true. Cody had never married, partly because he was born with a defect that left him sterile, and partly because he was so young.

Gwen sighed, too. "I know, I know. But why does it have to be a prince? If I could just go outside the palace walls, maybe in disguise or something, so I could meet someone who might actually like me for me. Then I could marry him – he wouldn't even know until I told him that he would be marrying into royalty."

"I know, Gwen." Cody said sympathetically. "I'm sorry this is the way it has to be, but you're not the first. This is just the responsibilities and rules of being a princess."

"Well, I never asked to become a princess." his sister muttered, suddenly moody.

Cody was starting to lose patience with her, which was rare. He tried to keep his voice level as he said "You liked Prince Trent, didn't you? Why did you reject him?"

"He was nice." Gwen admitted. "The best so far. But he was a bit...possessive. I got the feeling that he'd never let go of me if we got married. I mean, I think he was trying to give me space, but he couldn't stand half an hour away from me. We were connecting until I realized that."

Cody knew that Trent had acted a bit too possessive, as if Gwen wanting to be away from him for an hour was a sign that she was going to reject him. But he'd liked the guy too, and as much as he hated to admit it, there weren't any other princes who he'd really wanted to accept as his brother-in-law – he would have allowed them, but only because he was desperate.

Eventually, he decided to leave his sister to her own devices and logged onto his online battle game. Sure, he may be the ruler of a land, but he was still a teenager, and online, no one had to know he was a Sultan, or dying.

But after only five minutes, there was a knock on his door. "Damnit!" Cody cursed as one of his virtual castles was destroyed. "Come in!"

As the tall figure entered, Cody smiled. The royal vizier may have made him feel smaller and more sickly than ever, but he could be trusted with anything. "Alejandro! I wanted to speak to you, actually. About Gwen."

"What is the problem, sire?" Alejandro said in his most respectful tone.

"It's this suitor thing." Cody explained. "I don't want to force Gwen to choose someone she doesn't entirely feel comfortable with, but she's turned down so many already. It has to be a prince, and none of them are suitable for her. There needs to be something I can do, but I can't think of anything."

That was a really tough one for Alejandro. Gwen herself was tough to understand. Thing was, Alejandro had the skill of being able to wrap everyone around his little finger, especially women (Heather was an exception). But not Gwen. She was always perfectly polite to him, and occasionally seemed like she was drawn in, but it wasn't like that. He could never get her to do anything just by talking to her. Sure, he was a skilled hypnotist, but Gwen seemed to sense when he wanted to control her and made excuses to stay away from him whenever he sought her out. Heather had already told him that she suspected Gwen would give him the sack when she took the throne – and she would be turned out too, since the only reason she was allowed was by extension. And sure, Heather herself could have tried to help influence Gwen with her knowledge of sorcery, but after all their conflicts, she couldn't even get close enough to Gwen to get what she needed for that.

But Alejandro didn't say a word about this to Cody. "That is very problematic, I agree. I don't have a complete answer for that yet, but I will. I just need one thing." He put his hypnotic eyes to work as he asked for the gold band Cody wore on his ring finger. It was an royal family heirloom, but it was important. The Sands of Time wouldn't work without it.

Cody had no idea that he was being controlled himself as he handed the ring over. Alejandro gave him careful instructions about when he would come back to complete consciousness and what he would think happened to the ring, and then left.

When Cody came to, he blinked. What had just happened? He turned back to his computer, and then scowled. How had everything he'd built become demolished so fast? He typed to one of his opponents: _How did you do that so quickly?_

_You've been gone twenty minutes, bro. h_is friend HighIQsNeverLove typed back.

Twenty minutes? What?

**You can guess which TD character that was, since I used his label. And for the record, yes, I know he has a girlfriend now, but this is kind of a reference to how he acted asexual before RR came up.**


End file.
